CHAPTER IV

SIDEWALKS

New Tork.

THERE is a feeling of one's human insignificance
that arises when contemplating the immensities
of the stellar universe. For my part, I have^never
been greatly troubled by this, though I can't deny
that grounds for it exist. The immensities of
space have no new terror for those who have felt
(as who save the brutish have not ?) the more
awful immensities of time and faced the certainty
that in a few years at most the dark kingdoms of
oblivion will have swallowed them up. But when
I mingle with the human river that flows and
eddies on the sidewalks of Fifth Avenue I become
aware of my insignificance with a poignant inten-
sity which even the immensities of time somehow
fail to produce in me. I become, not unpleasantly
but quite distinctly, that paradoxical thiiig a
positive nonentity, a mere nothing and yet/ there
to know I am nothing. And that, too, I plainly
see, is what I am in the eyes of the countless
multitude I mingle with. Were I suddenly to
vanish into the invisible air it would make no
difference to anybody. I doubt if it would even
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